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colours of Indian veils and dresses make their most
violent effect, it seems, in the uncertain glow of
station lights, or lit by flashes from hand-lamps
moving in the offing. Stealthily the colours lie in
wait in coigns of darkness, whither you have to
track them down to apprehend their presence.
Sometimes, unexpectedly, they spring upon you at
the turn of a passage, from behind a pillar, under a
lamp. Everywhere they catch your eye, and in a
trice are lost again. An interminable game of
hide-and-seek ! Where was that splash of red ?
All you now see is a dingy brown. What's become
of all that green ? Suddenly it has wilted to a
sombre grey. The glint of silver on that woman's
ankle ? Dulled to iron. That reddened face, the
black forehead yonder, pied with the four white
signs of Siva, those eyes of glowing amber . . . ?
Lost in darkness, in a limbo of phantom forms.
Yet another platform. Here, however, a train
was in, with its attendant crowd, the two or three
inevitable European passengers and a tribe of
bearers. The platform was no longer strewn with
prostrate forms, everyone was up and bustling,
the train was soon to leave. Suddenly I noticed
one of my Indian friends, a Minister of State, hunt-
ing for the carriage that was to take him and his
Prince to their destination in one of the Rajputana
States. I went up to him and joined him in his
quest. Presently we came to a carriage lacquered
white with brightly polished fittings, all the doors
and windows of which were closed. A large
silver coat-of-arms topped by a closed crown was
clamped to the side of the coach. A crowd of
people in Indian attire stood on the platform in
front ofit—aides-de-camp, officers, retainers. They
were awaiting their monarch, the Maharaja, who

